RELIGIOUS COURTSHIP.                     Ill
Dear sister, says the eldest sister, what will become of you ? Will you give way to this grief so much as to let it destroy you?
Yo. Sist. What can I do, sister? I support it as well as I can, but it sinks my spirits; 'tis too heavy for me ; I believe it will destroy me, as you say.
Eld. Sist. But shake it off then, sister.
Yo. Sist. Shake it off! You talk of it as a thing in my power : no, no, sister, effects rarely cease till their causes are removed.
Eld. Sist. Nay, you would talk philosophy; I am sure philosophy would cure you.
Yo. Sist. Ay ; but I am no philosopher, I hope: pray how would that cure me ?
Eld. Sist. All that I mean by philosophy is reason ; though women are not philosophers, they are rational creatures : I think you might reason yourself out of it.
Yo. Sist. I do talk reason, when I say, grief having seized upon my spirits, and the cause being immoveable, while that remains so, the effect will be so too.
Eld. Sist. It is not in my power to remove the cause; but yet, I think if you would hear reason, you might remove the grief, which is the effect.
Yo. Sist. And you think reasoning would do it ? Pray what kind of reasoning is that ?
Eld. Sist. Why, to reason but upon the folly, the madness, the injustice, nay, the sin of immoderate grief.
Yo. Sist. You begin warmly; pray let's hear the folly of it.
Eld. Sist. Why several things will convince you of its being the foolishest thing in the world : grief is a senseless, useless passion; 'tis useless, because 'tis perfectly incapable of doing any good, and only capable of doing evil: grief is indeed no passion,